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ET Holy Guides p rail on Tia rous is Fools: 5 

T abrjd gs leaf — and conform to Rul 
3 on Youth, Heads long fince, | 
When dwindl d into * ＋ and Imporence ; — 4 
Hating their V ig rous Progeny ſhould raſte 1 


Thoſe Luſhious Joys their own weak Loins were paſt, 
Who in their Strength did Nature's Will obey, 
And neer grew Teñ p'rate till their Hairs grew Grey 'P 


Then with a Pious Rage, and Anxious Mind, 


Viewing their Youthful Pleaſures far behind : 


: Gries ind Perplex'd would all choſe Joys deſpiſe, 


which their Gouty Dotage could not riſe; 5 


Sd when the Hare does her loud Fnes defeat, 


The Huntſman damns the Bitch for forry Neat; 
. Angry to fee his Hopes and Pleaſures croſt, 


CIs TRE Gannrg yalu'd till 'twas loſt. 3 
Az Gravez 


4 


- Grave, Toothleſs Grandlires, tell me but the Caule 
| Why you preſcribe to Youth ſuch Rigid Laws? 
Why you thus fright us with Infernal Pains 
To chill Love's gentle Fire that warms our Veins 2 
When you, like us, once found the pleaſing Heat, 
As Nat ral as your Appetites to alt 
Purlud thoſe Bleffings which you held ſo dear, 
And could not ſhun what you'd have us forbear. 
Look back, when you were Juvenile and Strong ; 
Remember what you were, when Brisk and Young. 
How did you then regard the Sage Advice, 
Giv'n by the Old, who call themſelves the Wiſe? 
Could your Fond Parents fright. you from the Arms 
Of the Fair Sex, and their alluriog Charms? 
Could all the fober Counſels they could give, 
Make you without your Friend and Bottle live? 
Could the. grave Guide, with his Authentick Tale 
OF Flames and Furies on your Youth prevail? 
Could all his mild Reproofs, or. Holy Threats, 
| Repel the warm Deſires that Love begets? 
No, the Rebellious Fever proy'd too holt 
To be ſubdu d; but that's, alas! forgot. | 
Old Men are ſubtitle, and their .— ſtrong 
They won't remember what they were when Young: 
But as iu us their Youthful Lives are ſeen, 
o by our ſelves we know what you have been. 


Why then ſo Envious, to debar our Taſte 
From Pleaſures, which your wrinkled Brows are paſt, 
Such as your wiſer ſelves could not forbear, | 
When Gay and Vig rous as your Sons now are? 
What tho” the Gout your crazy Limbs rorment, 
Or if the Stone perplex you, be content: 

Why thonld our Joys encreaſe your Puniſhment ? 
'Tis Devil-like, to with an Envious Eyc, | 
Behold paſt Bleſſings which you can't enjoy; 


And 


nd 


But when the cunning Fiend had made them cat, 


| Jai ſo the Barren Woman does with Hate, 


— — ——— 


EY o 1 
And give us, by falſe Tales, an ill Conctit 
Of Pieafures which your ſelves once found fo ſweet. 
Such Uſage ſcem'd as if you aim'd to gain key 
That Pow'r oer Youth, as Satan did Ger Man: 
And by the ſubtile Force of nn Advice, 
Move us to loſe our preſent Paradiſe, 


Thro hopes of future Joys beyond the Skies. 


Tb Infernal Tempter cunningly began 
With Stratagems like theſe ro ruin Man. 
To this effect the Treach'rous Serpent ſaid, 
Take, Eat this Fruit; do but as [ perſwade, 
Aud from that bappy Moment you ſhall prove, 
Wiſe and Immortal as the Gods above: 


They found the Luſhious Promiſe but a Cheat. 
Thus did the Devil their Happineſs moleſt, 
Becauſe himſelf was cursd, and Man was Bleſt. 


Who knows but Age, when doom'd to Pain and Care, Z 


To Joyful Youth may the like Envy bear: 
Hating, beneath their own Decav, to fee _ 

The Young ſo bleſt, from a“ afflictions free, 
And their own frozen Limbs by Age declin'd, 
To Crutches, Beds, and Elbow-Chairs confin'd ; 


hold the Fruitful in a Pregnant State. 


Wich what Aſſurance can we then obey 
The Rules your Aged Head, before us lay; 
Who ſtrive © incline us by your Sage Advice, 
Toquit known Pleaſures for uncertain Bliſs ? 


We loofe the preſent Joys within onr View, 
When thoſe you promiſe mayn't perhaps accrue. 


If we thoſe Bleſſings you report, purfue; c 


| For Humane Soul can no clear Proſpect have 
Oft Torments, or of Joys beyond the Grave. 


Suppoſe we had, and furure Worlds could ſee, 
Out Doom to us would ſtill uncertain be. N 
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Tho Hell be filld with Diſcord, Heavn with Peace, | 
The Gods reward poor Mortals as they pleaſe: 

For Maa, tho ever ſo devoutly given, 

Can plead no Merit to the Gifts of Heaven; 

But muſt as Bounty, undeferv'd, receive 

Thoſe Bleffings, which the Gods think fit to give. 


Some Guides of Old inſtruct us to deſpiſe, 
And look with Scorn upon Ter: ein os 
Extol the Chryſtal Stream above the Vine, 
Preier dull Element to Noble Wine. 
Tell us ſoft Beaury's bur a Charming Evil, 
That all Delights are Off-ſprings of the Devil. 

III Manners ſure to ſuch Aſperſions.caſt 
On Bleffings which we find oblige our Taſte: 
And nightly Impious to condemn as vain, _ 
What the kind Gods for Humane Uſe ordain. 
It tis Ill · breeding, proudly ta withſtand 
The meaneſt Gift, from a ſuperiour Hand: 
Surely, withont Offence, we cannot flight 
What Bounteous Heay'n has giv'n for our Delight. 


Shall I, if ve an Appetite to eat 
For Roots and Herbs forſake much better Meat 
Or if my Heart to Hymen does incline, = 

Muſt I drink Water, when luſt for Wine? 

No, let dull Bigors with the Stream agree, 
Bacchas ſhall be the Jolly God for me. 


What if Celinds's Graces I admire, e 

And her ſoft Charms ſhould ſer mv Breaſt on Fire; . 

Why ſhould not we, if the kind Dame agrees, 

Ous loying ſelves, inſtead of others, pleaſe?? 

In doing which, we mutually appro ve 
The Works of Heav'n. in che Delights of Lover, . . | 

Love! which tie rings we purive, - 
| well pleasd Wich Waat we do. Let 


Bleffings we purſue, | 


& | 


| > Let the Old Cinick (from the World rerir'd) 3, 


Rail in his Age, at what his Youth admir d: N , 


To's Hut contin'd, drink Water and repent, 
Feed on raw Roots, and boaſt of his Content; 
Hug his own Follies, 2fid thoſe Joys deſpiſe, 
Which not his Vertues, but his Age denies , 
Snarl at our Pleaſures, and our Pomp abulc, : 
Which he wants Wealth ” uphold, or Strength to uſe. 
Thus like Town Bullies his IIl-Nature new... 
Who dama thoſe Beauties which they can't ſubduc. 


Our wiſer Guides may tell us if they pleaſe, 
True Happineſs conſiſts in Whims like theſe; 


And that the Old Moroſe Athenias Grub, 


Who ſnarling liv'd in's Penitetitial Tub; 
Poſſeſs d more Comforts, and enjoy*d more Eafe, 
Than Princes in their Gaudy T 
Such Frantick Doctrine may ſometimes perfwade, 
Beggars and Slaves, when melancholy mad, 


That Wealth is Dirt, and Honour but a I/, 


And none except the Poor true Peace enjoy; ; 
Who elſe can fancy true Felicity, | 950 
Conſiſts in ſtinking Rags and Poverty; 
And that a ſcanty Meal is better far, 
ban all the coltly Dainties we prepare; 
That nothing truly can afford Content, 
But cold Retirement, and a ſelf Reſtraint. 


If Peace and her Companion Vertue dwells 
In Caves, and Tubs, and Subterranean Cells; 
And ftarving Cinicks in their Lonely Hurs, 

- Who pride themſelves in puniſhing their Guts; 

- Can happy be who Happineſs deſpiſe, 
Then to be mad, is ſurely to be wiſe. 


6. O great Lacretizs, thou ſhale be my Guide; 9 5 
Like chee Il live, aud by thy Rules abide: 
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| Meaſure my Pleaſures by my Appetites, 


And unconfin'd, purſue the World's Delights. * 


For Liberty makes every Action ſweer, 

And reliſhes our Joys, as Salt our Meat: _ 
Without, wenotrue Happineſs could boaſt, * 

Ihe Tatte of every Bleſſing would be loſt; 

Ihe ſweeteſt Bliſs, would but a Slav ry prove, 
And we ſhould then but hate what now we love. 
My Native Freedom, therefore Fl! employ, 

Chuſe what I like, and what 1 like, enjoy. 


Suppoſe bright Beauty ſhould invade my Breaſt, 


And with her pleaſing Darts, diſturb my Reſt ; 
So thar | ſigh all Day, and wiſh all Night 
For her, my only Object of Delight: 
What muſt I marry? No, Il not be cloyd, 
The Bait l'Il nibble, but the Hook avoid; 


For cold Reſtraint makes every thing ſeem worſe, 


And oftcn turns our Bleſſings to a Curſe. 


I love my Bed, when I my Reſt would take; 
Muſt ir be therefore corded to my Back: 
If 1 delight my Gelding to beſtride, 
Muſt | be always to the Saddle ty'd ? 
What tho' I chiefly love one fort of Meat, 
Tis Puniſh nent to ve nothing elſe to eat: 
The Charming Sex | 'cknowledge, I adore, 
Ard value Beauty much, but Freedom more, 
If the kind Nymph will yield to my Deſires 


And with her Favours quench Loves pleaſing Fires, 


Fil not with Oachs and Vows her Faith deceive, 
But prove as kind as Nature gives me leave; 
Be conſtant too, as long as cer | can, 
Put will not promiſe to be more than Man ; 


And when Im tir'd, that ſhe the Truth may know, 


Fl frankly, without Flatr'ry, tell her ſo. 


Thus 


Þ A 
| 
# | 


# N change the ſtale Enjoy ment for a New ; ; e 
2 From. Am rous Sports to th Bottle Fd repair, 
5 To fill thoſe Veins Id empty'd with the Fair; 


> | ., When one Delight by Ule Infipid grew, 


—— 


e ifs 9 8 
hos would deal with Love's Rebellious Flame, 7 

"= 2 þ When cloy'd with one, I'd ſtill purine freſh Game; 
. And not efiflave my felt, or yet deceive the Dame. 2 


” 
—— . — — 5 


Drink till my Wits were ripe, and Brains were fall, 
For to be ſober, is but to be dull. | 
Fongſtets and Wits Id for Companions chuſey | 
One tor their Muſick, th other for their Muſe, 
ſome kind Voice might readily ſupply 


Flarter the Coy, and ridicule the Free, 
Tattle with Punks, ant ogle Quality; 
Who in their upper Region awtul fir, 
Amd cull their brawny Stallions from the Pit: 


Some- 


ee eee e e '& 
Sometimes I'd be attentive to the _—_—.. af . 
The Poets Princeſs ſhou'd my Eyes engage ; ' © ©; ** 
H de perform'd her Part with Excellence, © © ©. 
And trod the Stage with Graceful Impudence, ey 
Id clap the Dowdy till my Arms were fore, 
As ſhe perhaps had many a Spark before; 3 
With Pleaſure hear the Oer-· grown Poppet whine... | 
And 1 Pr mourn oer ſome dead ing Jac a : 


Laugh in my Sleeve to know the cunning Jade 
Kneels down a W re, yet riſes for a Maid. 
1 1 "2 

| * 


Next Scene perhaps ſome Hero might appear, 
That liv'd long fince, the Lord 3 Ce wk 4 
Who in a Raving Fit of Jealous Love, _ * + 
Would curſe his angry Stars, and threaten eve; 

That the Fair Sex might with Concern behald. 
Ho Hen-peck'd Monarchs ravd, and loy'd of old; 
And learn om Br over Kings prevail, . 

And make the Acad ſubſervient ro the Tail. 


Thtis on each Scene would 1 py Jud ent ſpend, | 

lap when they pleagd, and hiſs ſhould they offend; . F 

Applaud the Poet, when his Lines were full. 
Commend his Wit, but damn his Muſe when dull; 
Keck when I heard the Barnet Mimick raiſe,  _ | | 
His croaking Voice in Fam'd Ben 1 N Plays, #| 
Bluſh that full Boxes, and a crowded Pit, © | 
| Should delight more in Apiſh Whims than Wit 

For what dull Miſcreant, could with Patience ſee 

A Noble Play quite ſpoif'd with Foolery?  * 
And French Jack-Puddings, in a thankleſs Age 
Affront Immortal Shakeſpear on the Stage; * 
So Nice Fop Epicures diſdain to eat. 5 
Without ſome Foreign Sauce, true Engliſh Meat; 

And think thro a Miſtake the wholeſome Food, 
Cannot without ſuch pault ry Stuff be good; 
When all their ill-mix'd Rareties at laſt + | 
S25il the Regale, and but confound the Taſte. ®| 
hs When; 
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Fit ouly to adorn a Smizhfield Farce. 
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Wen for three Hours Id thus with Pleaſure vicwd 
The ſtrutting Mimicks, and their liſt' ning Crowd, 

[I a dull Epilogue, perhaps new-wrir er Be 
By ſome young Upſtart Rhimer in the Pit; e 
Should gain a Clap to dignifie his Verſe, 1 om,» hy 


Then to ſome Brothel would I ſteer 15 Courſe 3 
Where Beauty needs no Flattery or Force: 


But where a Golden Bribe will purchaſe Bliſs, 


And open all the Gates of Paradice. 


Sold, whoſe prevailing Touch we daily ſee, 77 70 
Will charm the Soul of the moſt Charming ſne, 


Who when the pow'rful Ia God's in view, 
Will ſacrifice their All to Gold and you: 
Thus would I conquer who I moſt admit d; 


Triumph cer Beauty till my Loins were tir d; 


Waliow in Love, and by exerting mich 


= - 


Work out the Dregsof, the laſt Night's Debauch3 
"Refreſh my Limbs by a kind pleaſing Sweat, 


Better than wub a Bagrio's painful Hear. 
Thus ſhould my Chloe double Kindneſs ſhew, = 
And be both Doxy and my Doctreſs too. 3 


Be Apple my . Joints at once, and cool my Flame, 
And when [ 


d gratify'd the obliging Dame, 4 
I'd leave her to the next Lewd R ake that came. 


Then Id repair to Queen Fortunas Court, 
Where Hawk-cy'd Bullies, and Rich Fools reſort, 
Where Wolves with Lambs, and Kites with Chickens 
And Eagles do on Gaudy Peacocks prey. (play, 
Where many ſeek, but very few can find, 8 
The fickle Dame they court continue Kind; 
Who, like a ſubtle Jil, ſeems often vex'd; 
And if ſhe {miles one Minute, frowris the next. 
There with the fatal Inſtruments of Chance, 
Har ard my Store in hopes to more advance. 


Draw 


* ( 12 J 
Draw in Rich Bubbles, Cog, Lie, Flatter, Cheat, 
And puſh at all co be Profuſely Great. 
With eager Hopes Blind Fortune thus purſue, 5 
And win from Nobles what's their Tradeſmen's Due. 
But ſhould the fickle Dame her Smiles refuſe, 
Fd damn the fallen Jilt that made me loſe; © | 
Confound the Tongue that taught me firſt ro Game; 
And curſe th* uncertain Dice that croſt my Aim. 
For each at play this Privilege may take; 
Winners may ſmile, and Loſing Gameſters ſpeak. . 


No ſneaking Sum ſhould my Ambition bound, 
Id be a B—ch&r, or my All confund; 

Infinuate with my wealthy Lady's Son, 

Cringe to the Fop, and cheat him when Pd done: 

Trink with young Heirs, then draw them in to play, 

Praiſe them for Wits, and on their Weakneſs prey; 

For unexperienc'd Fools we daily ſee, | 
Tho ne'er fo ſtubborn, bend to Flattery. 


Should Hood-wink'd Chance, to gratific my Pride, 
Thus kindly place me on the wianing fide, = 
And guide the Dice with her prevailing Hand, 
Till my extenſive Wiſhes I had obtain'd ; 
Fortune would I adore, and only ſhe, 
For her paſt Favours ſhould my Goddeſs be; 
A Coach and Six I'd to her Glory raiſe, 
And Oer the Stones would rattle forth her Praiſe; 
Proud of my ill-gor Wealth, with Scorn look our, 
And laugh at Honeſt Fools that walk on Foot. 
Contented to be poor for Conſcience fake, 
Whilſt Libertines by Fraud their Fortunes make. 
To thee, kind Chance that does allot the Prize, 
Thou partial Goddeſs of the Cards and Dice; 
Pd ſacriſice from out the Numerous Swarm, 
Some poor Levanting Bully every Term, 
Till none ſhould dare thy Altars to abuſe, 
And puch at all who nothing have to loſe; _ 


Bur 


le ; 


Io pleaſe the Lame 


And to the Fair my own Deportment ſhow : | 


3) 


But creep behind and with a Courtly Mein. 
Turn humble Supplicants to thoſe that win. 


Then to advance my own immortal Fame; 8 | 
And make diſtreſſed Punks adore my Name; | 
d build an Alms-Houſe for each calt-off Whore, | 


And as Id gyll'd the Rich, I'd feed the Poor: 


Bribe Iriſh Stallions with my Exgli Gold, „ | 
Blind, Ugly and the Old; 
That thoſe courſe Objects we deſpiſe, might ſhare, 


Whats now engroſs d by th' Youthful and the Fair; 


Thus every Hump and Squinny ſhould enjoy, 


As much of Love as they could well employ, _ 


With new found Acts of Charity, like theſe, 

Ne er yet perform'd; the Sinful World I'd pleaſe, 3 
Till ev'ry ill- ſnapd Dowdy ſhou'd confeſs, 8 
Td me alone ſhe own'd her Happiheſs; 1 
And ſay there goes the Man, G—-d ſpeed him well, 
That fav'd our Souls from leading Apes in Hell; 
Nay, Toothleſs Beldams wrinkl'd and defac'd, 

Should mumble out their Bleſſings as I paſs d: 

And cry all Honour be my Maſter's due, 

Who feeds thoſe Mouths that have no Teeth to chew. 
This would I do, tho' by the Saints revil'd, | 
Were I as Rich as D-—— or as C——& 


Like Quality the Sunday would I ſpend, 
Rnd duly Covent-Garden Church attend; 
Keligion would I modiſhly profeſs, 
By Seven riſe, and take three Honrs to dreſs; 
Then in my Chariot rattle thro? the Street 5 
To Church, where Hypocrites in Cluſters meet. 
Amongſt the liſt ning Crowd I'd ſqueeze for Room, 


And with my Suuſh the Sweaty Air perfume; 


Till the Pew-Keeper, more for Gain than Grace, + 
Should wedge me into ſome Commodious Place; 
Where I the Gaudy Chriſtian Herd might vier; 


I'd 


| 


g x ö # ' | | ; * * 
Id pierce the Ladies with an amorous Exe 
L 


= But all their. pions Looks and Cheats defſie. 
"if Take notice who was Faireſt, or moſt Fine 
Who had the Blackeſt Hair, or Whiteſt Skinz 
What Charming Phubſy had the Loveliſt Breaſt, . - 
Who was the moſt Devour, and pray'd the belt, _ 
Who had the bri-keſt Eye, and fulleſt Brow, 2 
Denoting a good Furbulo below. * 
Who had an Awful Look, and Modeſt Grace, 
And who a Luſtful Air, and Tempting Face: 
Thus as an Obfervator would I fit; ; 
Inſpett the Galleries firſt, and then the Pit: 
And from the diff rent Saints in ſundry Pews; 
At once learn how to Judge, and how to Chuſe. 
Perhaps behold fome Lewd Notorious Punk, 
That never prays but when ſhe's Maudlin Drunk; 1 
Pluck down het Hoods, kneel low amongſt the reſt, 
And feem as quaint a Chriſtian as the beſt; - 
Hold up her ſinful Hands, reſpond as loud © 
As th' upright'ſt Saint in all the Holy Croud. __ 
And when ſhe's done, reſume her matted place, 8 


5 * 


With Sin and Sorrow bluſhing in her Face, 
Yer all pure Arr, without one ſpark of Grace, 


a. 5 at _ ed, 1 eu _ 


When Pray'r was o'er, with Patience would I fir, 
And hear Old Sternbold Rhime to David's Wit. 
But ſmile to ſee the Clark his Looks compoſe, 

And ſaddle, with his SpeQacles, his Noſe;  =«@« 
Then coughing ſpir, and when his Lungs were calm, 
Turn to his Book, and ſnuffle out a Pſalm; 
Wherein each Zealot fond of ſinging Praiſe, _ 
Might ſqueak their Ekes, and grumble out their Ayes: - 
Over the doleful Song I'd yawn and gape, 
What Chriſtian could reſolve againſt a Nap, 

Or who forbear to doſe at every Line, - 

That did not in the drowſie Cb joyn? x 
My Head. Im ſure, their grave flow Time would keep, 

For whilſt they chanted, 1 ſhould nod and ſleep; Like | 
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Thi during Pray'rs the painful Hour I'd tend, * | 
Il Attention to the Sermon dend; 
: ot was well begun, ſtill wiſh it at an End. 
7/ ith Patience I would hear the Preacher > 
is Darts upon the finful Croud below; * 
Obſerve his Knack, when prettily he talkd 
ow well he hem'd, how gracefully he ha 
ow mannerly he did his Noſtrils blow, 
And how he lugg'd the Cuſhion to and fro; © 
How earneſtly ſometimes his Words came out, 
And how he thraſh'd che Pope and Dev about. 


FA When the laſt Sand of the long Hour had run; = 
„ [And told old Spintex: when twas time —_ done, 
| d riſe among the reſt, and gaze arou | 
Till I me fam d Incriguing Lady con 
z Invited by her Eyes and ſome kind Smile, 
2 As ſhe walk'd our, Id meer her in the les 


"07 


dy y 


With Am'rous Whiſpers I'd her Ears a 
Squeeze her ſoft Hand, conduct her to er ce 
And lay the Ground-work of a new — 


Then to ſome Rakiſh Friends my courſe I'd leer, 
Strangers to Faith, and Enemies to Fear; 
There Ridicule with them the Cantin * 
And make Religion but our common 

Raiſe up dead Hobs to juſtifie our Cauſe, | 
And overthrow Divine, by Nature's Laws; 


3 Burleſque the Scriptures, and aſperſe rhe Creed, £ 


Aw d 2 no muſty Rules; Love, Drink and Feed : 
_—_ nch ie . 1 we * — would lead. 
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